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LIEVED FAIRIES 


FLORENCE GREENWOOD 


NCE upon a time there was a little girl—or perhaps she 
was quite big; but she was little in that she had so many, 
many things to léarn. One of these things was how to care 
for the house she lived in. This was the house which some 

people call the body. 

haicthasiiniliedl The little girl wanted to accomplish so much and she 

wied to do so many things, that she forgot all about caring for her 

home. Finally it became so run down and out of order that she 
couldn’t straighten it out alone. So they sent her first to one doctor 
and then to another for help; but she had neglected this house of hers 
for such a long time that the doctors all shook their heads and said that 
it would be many months before it could be put in order again. They 
said that she had suffered a nervous breakdown and that she must not 
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go to school, nor see much of other people, nor go out to parties, for a 
very long time. The little girl loved to go to school and she loved to 


“While she was eating, she remembered something her mother had read and 
explained to her the night before.” 


have a good time, and she was so miserable because she couldn’t do 
these things that she didn’t get well. At last she went to a big, jolly 
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doctor-man who didn’t give her lots of bitter medicine. He just asked 
her if she believed in fairies. Of course she said, “No.” (She con- 
sidered herself a very sensible little girl.) “But you must,” he replied. 
And then he told her that, although she couldn’t play with other peo- 
ple, she could play with the fairies, and, if she only knew it, she could 
have just as good times with them as she could with people. 

““But where can'I find the fairies?”’ she asked. He told her to 
get up very early the next morning and to take her skates (for it was 
winter time), and to walk until she found a lake or pond—and there 
she would surely find the fairies. 

Because this doctor was so jolly and kind, the very next morning 
she followed his instructions. She knew that there was no lake nearer 
than two miles from her home, but the jolly doctor had said “Walk,” 
and so she went. When she reached the lake, you may be sure that 
she began to look for the fairies. She didn’t really believe she would 
find them; but she did! Hundreds and hundreds of them! 

They had evidently been there a long time before she arrived, for 
they had made the ice as smooth as glass, and when she put on her 
skates to skim across the lake, they crinkled and crunched under her 
feet. The things they said didn’t make her nervous at all, as the talk- 
ing of human people did. 

As she sped about, she saw that other fairies had been busy piling 
up great heaps of glistening white snow, all around the edge of the lake. 
There were thousands of them in the snow even then, and they all 
seemed to twinkle and wink at her in the bright sunlight. She knew 
that they were inviting her to come and jump in the snow too, and see 
what fun it was. Att first she thought she ought not to do it—she might 
take cold; and then she remembered that if it didn’t hurt the fairies it 
wouldn’t harm her. So in she jumped among them. The snow came 
up to her waist, and she did have, oh! such a good time floundering 
about and falling down in it; and all the time the fairies kept winking 
and talking to her, and she understood their language better every 
minute. 

At last she grew hungry. She laughed when she remembered 
that the other doctors had said it would be many weeks before she got 
back her appetite. By this time, she had grown to believe so thor- 
oughly in the fairies that she thought she would make an experiment. 
So she shut her eyes and wished that, when she put her hand into her 
pocket, some especially kind fairy would have left something there for 
her to eat. In went her hand—and brought out four delicious sand- 


wiches, done up in waxed paper; in another pocket, she found a big 
luscious red apple. 
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Now she truly did believe with all her might that there were 
fairies. She knew that one must have whispered to her mother that 
very morning that she would be wanting those sandwiches and that 
apple. While she was eating, she remembered something her mother 
had read and explained to her the night before. Whittier had‘written 


it, and this was what he said: 
The healing of the seamless dress is by our beds of pain; 


We touch Him in life’s throng and press, and we are whole again. 

She laughed softly to herself from sheer happiness, and added, 
“And outdoors, with the fairies, too.” 

At last she went home, and she reached there so tired and sleepy 
and happy and hungry. She went to see the jolly doctor the next day, 
and he asked her if she had learned to believe in fairies. What do you 
think this big-little girl’s answer was? I know it was, “Yes, don’t 
you?” 


OUR FATHER IN HEAVEN 


[This verse form of the Lord’s Prayer may be sung to the tune of 
“Home, Sweet Home.” It will be very good for Boosters and for meetings 
of Booster Clubs when programs are given or silences held.—Eprror. ] 


Our Father in heaven, 
We hallow thy name; 
May thy kingdom holy, 
On earth be the same; 
Oh! give to us daily . 
Our portion of bread, 
It is from thy bounty 
That all must be fed. 


Forgive our transgressions . 


And teach us to know 
That humble compassion 
That pardons each foe; 
Keep us from temptation 
From weakness and sin, 
And thine be the glory 
Forever. Amen. 
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The PROMISE, 


Chapter Three—continued 


MARGARET remembered the long journey they were 
about to take, she put the Promies from her, and, turning to 
Mother Love begged that she might be permitted to help 
prepare them for the trip. 

Fabs “Dear little Promise Girl,” returned the sweet voice, 
[LEO] “we are ready to go. If we trust him fully, the Great 
Gardener will provide for all our needs.” 

And so a great procession, headed by Mother Love, set out for 
the Land of Gifts. 

When they had traveled for ‘hi seemed a long time to the 
earth child, they noticed that the red glow of the land was changing 
to a golden one, and the Promies put their hands to their breasts and 
said they felt a burning there. 

“Then we are near,” said Mother Love, happily. And as she 
spoke the whole land was bathed in a splendid golden light. 

_ It was a wonderful place. Everything was of the same brilliant 
color. Soon they came to a field where small golden cloud horses, 
hitched to golden cloud plows, were pawing the ground as if eager to 
be at work. 

With great shouts of joy, many of the boy Promies left the pro- 
cession. 

“Mother Love! Mother Love!” they cried, “we have found 
the gift the Great Gardener has given to us. It is the power to till the 
earth so it will grow things for a world full of people. We shall be 
farmers, like the Father of Love.” So they stayed and plowed while 
the others traveled on. And golden lights shone beside their red ones. 

Next they came to a city filled with golden houses of all kinds 
and sizes. And in a short while these enticing dwellings were shelter- 
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ing peaceful girl Promies who had heard and answered the call of the 
Great Home-maker. And golden lights glittered from their breasts. 


: One little Promie pulled Margaret with her into a cunning wee 
ouse. 

“Rainbow Girl,” she said, “I have the best gift of all, for to me 
is given the power of making a happy home. And some time,” she 
added softly, “if I am worthy, the dear Father of Love may entrust 
some baby Promies to my care, and I shall be a Mother Love.” As 
she finished speaking, Margaret saw that Mother Love was standing 
in the doorway. 


“T felt a burning,” said the earth child, “‘when I heard his little 
home-maker speak of having Promies in her care some time. But,” 
she added sadly, “the burning leaves every time I think of the work 
that must be done to keep a home as the great Giver of Gifts must 
want it kept.” 


“But the Father has sent us to help you!” cried some tiny girl 
Promies, as they danced merrily up to the troubled child. “‘Just trust 
him, for he knows all your needs.”” And having donned cunning white 
aprons and caps, they led Margaret into her beautiful house. 


When Margaret saw her willing helpers set happily to work, she 
was filled with sudden peace, for she knew that in due time her own 
work would be given her to do. 

She had just seated herself on her front porch when the Promie 
who lived in the house next door came out. She ran to Margaret with 
troubled face. 

“Oh! Rainbow Girl,” she wailed, “I have a beautiful home, but 
my nursery is empty, and I know I shall never be able to fill it.” 

“Oh! yes, you can, if you only trust,” Margaret eagerly assured 
her. “The Great Gardener never meant that homes should have 
empty nurseries. The world is just full of little Promies that are not 
being fulfilled because there is no Mother Love to guide them. And 
the dear Father has placed this burning love in you so that you will 
gather together his hungry, homeless Promies into your own nursery, 
and there you can teach them how to make their lights shine again.” 

The neighbor Promie had forgotten all about Margaret. With 
shining face and outstretched arms she ran toward her home, as she 
cried, “Oh! Father, I thank thee for my wonderful gift. Ill fill my 
nursery over and over again.’ 

When the procession had again started upon its search for gifts, 
Margaret remarked upon the smallness of its number. 

“Yes, dear,” explained Mother Love, “for the Promies, eager 
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to do their Master’s bidding, have been answering the calls of the mines 
and the forests, the shops and the mills. 

““And a few,” she added softly, “have heard the Great Teacher 
call them to listen to his voice, that they may tell the world of his dear 
Son, who said, ‘Suffer the little children to come unto me, and forbid 
them not: for to such belongeth the kingdom of God.’ ”’ 

They had traveled but a short while when they came up to a 
jostling, clamoring crowd of Promies. Margaret was just going to ask 
what it was all about, when a dear little Promie who had kept close 
to Mother Love’s side all along the journey, stepped hesitatingly forth. 

When the eager throng beheld him, they cheered loudly, “Long 
live the king! Long live the king!” 

They pushed back until they had formed a pathway which led 
to a golden throne upon which rested a shining crown. 


(To be continued.) 


HERE'S A MERRY CHRISTMAS TO ALL OF YOU! 


Wee Wisdom's Christmas stocking is full to overflowing with 
good things for all her little folk. Perhaps you will not be able to 


see all of them, but you can feel them, and that is what counts. 


The best of ourselves is the wealth of loving thought, and this 
is the really Christmas and Santa Claus. This idea has been truly 
and beautifully expressed by the great-hearted editor to little 
Virginia, who appealed to him to settle the question concerning the 
reality of Santa Claus, when her little friends said there wasn't any 
Santa Claus. 

This is what the good, wise editor told her: 


“Yes, Virginia, there is a Santa Claus. He exists as certainly 
as love and generosity and devotion exist, and you know they 
abound and give your life its highest joy and beauty. The real 
things in the world are those that neither children nor men see. No- 
body can conceive nor imagine all the wonders that are unseen and 
unseeable in this world.” 


All our Wees understand this, for the little picture maker in 
their minds and the warm joy in their hearts keep them in a fairy- 
land that is always brighter than anything their eyes look out upon. 
But like Virginia, we all want to make sure that our wonderful 
visions are real. Through our Truth teaching we are learning that 
there is nothing too good to be true, and that God has given us the 
power to embody with the substance of our mind and soul, these 
heavenly visions of Life, and to give them birth through our true 
thoughts and loving deeds, for every little heart is the real manger 


of the Christ-child. 


Christmas tree has come again; 
Last year ‘Iwas lit with‘Candles ten, 
This year ‘lis larger than before, 
And holds so many candles more! 
The children cluster all about, 
Their voices raised in laugh or shoul, 
The ‘Srownups smile and join the <ame, 
They foo are children-that is plain. 
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Each one must be a child tonight, 

§ And fill his heart with pure, white light, 

i And shine, as does the Christmas tree, 
With sladsome joy that all may see! 


If all our nights were Chrisimas eves, yey 


And all our days held golden sheaves, : ( 
Then all mankind the Christ would know, 3 i 


And every life would feel Love’ elow. 
The ChristChild dwells in every heart, i 

Who feels that he with God fakes part; |! 
And Christmas is a gill fo all- 


The aged, the wise, the young, the small! ||| 
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|’ goes without saying that the Peter Pan party for Decem- 
ber will be a Christmas party, but it remains for some of 
you to suggest just what kind of party it will be. 
Now, when I got this far in our story, what do you 
y think happened? Well, all the Unity workers went over to 
cz the new Inn and heard a lady tell about the Armenian chil- 
dren who have no homes, neither father nor mother, because the war 
took them away. Then when I came back to talk with you about the 
Christmas party, I could think of only one thing that I wanted to do. 
I wanted all of my Christmas to go to some one who needed it more 
than I. And I believe that is the way you all feel, so I am wondering 
what you think about planning our Christmas party all for some one 
else. I do not suppose we can each do something for the Armenians, 
or Belgians, or French, but I can 
Nay think of a lot of boys and girls 


ai f right near me who will not have 


much Christmas, and we can help 
them have a real happy time. I 
suppose that you know of some 
one in your neighborhood, too, 
so what do you say to having a 
party for these folks? 

“That is just what I was going 
to suggest,” says Joe. 

“T thought of that, too,”” says 
Mary. 
“One pair to give him this year.” And I hear coming from you 
all, as usual, the unanimous vote to do the thing suggested. You surely 
are a jolly crowd, and so willingly enter into the spirit of our parties, no 
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matter what they are. Willingness to agree with others in doing good, 
is one of the great secrets of happiness. 
Since Joe and Mary have been thinking about this very same plan, 

I am going to ask them to 
tell us what they are plan- 
ning; not that we will all 
want to do the same things, 
but their ideas will-help us 
to plan what we will do. 

**Joe, you tell us first, just 
what you had in mind.” 

“Well,” says Joe, “last 
winter the boy across the 
street from me did not have 
any skates, and I had two 
pairs. He had to stand 
around while the rest of us “A real joke.” 
had all the fun. I did not like that very well, so I have polished, sharp- 
ened, and oiled one pair, to give to him this year. Another boy helped 
me make my sled last winter, and he did not have one. I had him 
come and help me make another last week, and I am going to spring a 
real surprise on him by giving this new sled to him. I think that a real 


SZ \ joke,—to get him to help make his 


f own Christmas present. The 
three of us gathered a lot of nuts, 
and we are going to take some of 
them and some apples from our or- 
yt, chard, to our wash woman.” 

“Well, Joe, you are planning a 
rather extensive Christmas, and 


enjoy it for weeks to come. That 
makes the joy of Christmas so 
much greater, for it lasts so long.” 
“Now, Mary, tell us what you 
have in mind. If you have as 
? many ideas as Joe, we will have 
“Carrying baskets.” something that every one can do.” 

“The girls’ club that I belong to has been meeting regularly; we 

are dressing up a number of dolls for the children’s hospital. We call 
them the health dolls, and every one has a letter of introduction to its 
new mother; the note says: ‘I have come to tell you that God is your 


jp 
(Gok) 
Ly venture to say that you have 
been enjoying it for weeks and will 
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health.” Every day when we were dressing these dolls, we prayed that 
they might carry with them the power to bless and to heal every one 
who receives them. In the afternoon, mother and I will bake a lot of 
pumpkin pies, and on Christmas eve we are going to take them to some 
folks who will like them. But the most fun of all is that our whole 
Sunday School took up a special collection a few Sundays ago, and 
we are going to give a Christmas dinner to the children in our end of 
town who may not have a very nice dinner at home. Then, when they 
are ready to go home, we are going to give each one a basket filled 
with nuts, apples and a bouquet of flowers. With each basket is a note, 

God supplies all your needs, 

If you have faith. 

Apples are for life, 

Nuts for substance, 

Flowers for thoughts. 


“We thought that would help them so that next year each can 


Ly, 


“We call them health dolls.” 


afford his own Christmas dinner, and that will be the very best kind of 
Christmas present.” 

““Well, Mary, I see you are going to enjoy your Christmas for a 
whole year. It will surely be a great joy to watch all the year and see 


all those people grow out of poverty into God’s bounty.” 
Now, I know that all of you are bubbling full of ideas to make 
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some one else happy, and you would love to tell them in this story, but 
Wee Wisdom is so full of good things this month that we will just have 
to tell them to each other, and work them out among ourselves. 

So with this great idea of helping others and making them happy, 
we all start out together in the sparkling lights of Christmas eve, carry- 
ing baskets and bundles of a number of things, but more joy than any- 
thing else. I am sure that this is the happiest Christmas we have ever 
spent, and that it has brought a lot of the peace and good will to earth 
that the Christ came to tell us about. 


THE DAY AFTER CHRISTMAS 


Oh! dear! It’s so far to next Christmas! 
Seems long as forever and more. 
I’ve been counting the days over ’n’ over— 
Three hundred and sixty-four! 
That’s a dreadful lot to be waiting 
- To hang up your stocking, you see; 
But tomorrow—that’s something—there’s only 
Three hundred and sixty-three! 
R —Selected. 


God rest ye. little children, let 


nothing you alfricht, 
For hing Christ, your Savior, was 
rn this happy nid ni 


Along, the hills of Galilee the white 
flocks sleeping, lay: 


When Christ, the Child ol Nazareth, 
was: Christmas Day. 


D. M. Mulock. 
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10 YOU know why it was that Jesus Christ could heal 
any sick person who came to him for help, any suffering one 
who was brought to him, or any diseased one of whom he 
heard? 

Can you tell why he could bring back to life the little 
girl whose dead hand he took when he told her to arise > 
Why he could give life again to his dear friend Lazarus, and to the 
son of the widow? 

Can you think why he was able to increase a little food until it 
was sufficient to feed thousands of hungry people? 

Can you explain how he received the power to hush the great 
storm on the water and to make the leaping waves grow still ? 

Can you find any reason why he was so good and so wise and so 
mighty that the people deserted their homes and followed him from 
day to day, that they might be near him, hear his words, and see him 
do his wonderful works? 

Can you understand, that greater than all these great things of 
which we have been speaking, he was able to raise up his own body 
and come out of the tomb, after he had been crucified? 

Now please stop right here. Do not read a word more just now. 
Think the questions over, and see if you can tell why all of these things 
took place in the life of him who is called the Children’s Friend. Re- 
call all you know about him, all that you have been taught about him, 
and see if you can tell how these things were possible for him. 

Having thought it over, let us see how many of us have found the 
true answer, and let us examine how Jesus Christ explained the greatest 
things in his life. In his prayers and communions with the Father, he 
always used words that meant: / do not mean to do my own will. | 
mean always to do just what you want me to do. And now we have 
the answer to all the questions in this lesson. The answer is, Obedience. 

Even as a child, he knew that he must be obedient to rightful au- 
thority, for in speaking of his life with his parents, the Bible tells us, 
‘he was subject unto them.” 


The will of God is health and plenty and life and goodness and 
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wisdom and power, in every one of us. If we give up our wills to God 
as Jesus Christ gave up his will to God, the power of the Father shall 
be poured out in us, and we shall have the same ability to heal, to pros- 
per, to live, and to bless, that he had. 

We receive power through obedience. 

Because we are obedient to parents and teachers, they let us do 
in the home and in the school many things which we could not be 
trusted to do if we insisted on having our own way. Because we are 
obedient children, we grow up to be obedient men and women, and 
our country gives us power to do things in the land that we love. 

Here are some of the blessings that come to us through obedience: 

Obedience to the laws of health brings us health. Obedience to 
the law of love brings love to us. Obedience to wisdom makes us wise. 

We could name blessing after blessing that comes when we are 
obedient, but all obedience is really easy for us, because we are willing 
to do God’s will, as Jesus Christ was willing to do it. 

Let us learn to be more obedient by saying: 

I am obedient and loving in all ways. 

Then because we wish to help others, we will say for them: 

You are obedient and loving in all your ways. 


QUESTIONS ON OBEDIENCE 
Name every good thing which we can receive through obedience. 
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| HOW JACK RECOVERED HIS WHISTLE 


Somehow his whistled tune could not be kept going. 

Jack tried it several times but was forced to give it up and trudge 
along in silence. For the first time since he had so proudly signed the 
Junior Red Cross membership roll at school, he was doubting whether 
he could serve as he knew the other pupils would serve in the few re- 
maining days until Christmas. _ 


Jack’s school had decided to play Santa Claus to all the boys 
and girls in town who otherwise might find Christmas a time for tears 
instead of laughter. Garrets, attics, and closets were to be searched 
for discarded toys and these were to be restored to their original fresh- 
ness and given to those children who might not be on the calling list of 
the good St. Nicholas. Dolls were to have new dresses, toy horses 
were to shine anew in the brightest paint and varnish. 


As for Jack, his home boasted neither garret nor cellar nor cher- 
ished nook wherein boyish treasures might be stored. He and his 
mother lived in a single room over the little store where his mother sold 
pencils, tablets and lollipops to the school children. And Jack had 
no old toys to give away. Small wonder that he could not get his 
whistle in good working order! 


Next morning when he swept out the store for his mother, he 
: found among the sweepings a half dozen small pine boxes and some 
large spools. Jack pounced upon them with a cry of delight. He car- 
ried his prize to the shop of his old friend, the carpenter, and there he 
spent every precious moment he could snatch between errands and 


after school. 


Finally, the day came on which the toys that were to bring 
Christmas joy to all the children of the village were to be taken to 
school by the Junior Red Cross children. When Jack’s name was 
called, his cheeks flushed as he marched proudly up the aisle, his arms 
piled high with the gayest, shiniest little wagons in all that great stack of 
playthings so dear to the hearts of children. The teacher then asked 
the boys and girls to tell the story of his or her contribution to the 
community Christmas planned by the Juniors, and Jack’s story of the 
toy wagons he had made in the shop of his old friend, the carpenter, 
was applauded most of all. 


That evening he whistled every step of the way home, and 
skipped along as though his feet were as light as his heart—A merican 
Red Cross Juvenile. 
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s7 In Christmas-tree Land they are busy 
as bees 
Preparing a party for tinys and wees; 
Father Christmas is there, and the fair- 
ies themselves, 
With the gnomes and the pixies, the 
brownies and elves. 


They are wrapping up packages, all 
filled with toys 

For wee little girls, and for little wee 
boys; 

Such a jumble of presents as never was 
seen, 


Of all shapes and sizes, red, yellow, and 
green. 
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There are oranges, candy, and brown 
Teddy-bears, 

Tin soldiers in boxes, and tables, and 
chairs; 

There are big dolls, and little, with 
dresses and hats, 

And musical boxes, and calico cats. . 


There are peg tops and marbles, and 
gocarts and kites, 

Together with popguns and other de- 
lights ; 

ere are picture books, wagons, and 

china tea sets, 

And white wooly baa-lambs and other 
tame pets. 


Not one thing is lacking a child might 
require, 

Not one thing's omitted to fill each 
desire; 

And the reason for this will be found, 
without doubt, 

In the fact that the fairies know what 
they're about. 


They have set upa Christmas tree ever 
so t 

(For hanging the gifts on, the big and 
the small), 


aye 


And all sorts of candles, which, when 
they're a-light 
Will surely present a most wonderful 


sight. 


Fine glittering baubles of silver and 
gold 

Are hanging from every branch, I am 
told; 

While right at the top of the tree is a 
star 

So — one can see it from ever so 
ar. 


And wee boys and girlies, wherever 


they are, 

From hither or thither, from near or 
afar, 

Around and around it will dance in a 
ring, 

And these are the words everybody will 
sing: 


“In Bethlehem City, oh! far, far away, 

Our Saviour, the Christ-child, was born 
on this day, 

Who loved little children, on earth, 
such as we, 


For, ‘Of such is the kingdom of heaven,’ 
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Wherefore little wee ones, be happy, and good, 

And loving, and gentle, as little ones should; 

And perhaps, and perchance—for one never can tell— 
Such funny things happen—that—maybe, oh! well! 


On the night before Christmas, when folks are asleep 
The Man in the Moon may come down here and creep 
Right up to your beside, and offer his hand 

And lead you away to the Christmas-tree Land. 
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ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 
Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 
Motto—Love never faileth. 
at a three wise monkeys. _I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak 
no evil. 
Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 
Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month before the 


date of issue. 
Pins—Twenty-five cents each. 


Well, Boosters, here we are at the annual Booster Christmas party. | 
had the most wonderful Christmas present this year that any boy ever had. 
Guess what it was? No, not a doll, or a new automobile, or a steam en- 
gine, or a horse. None of these things. Santa was better than that to me! 
You have heard me speak often of the Boosters in Merchantville. Well, 
the chief Booster, Frances Sleater, has come to Kansas City as my wife, 
and from now on “Fran” (as I want you all to know her) will be one with 
us in our work for good. 

Imelda was in a few minutes ago and asked me to request every 
Booster Club to send in its name, so that we can tell any Wees who inquire 
where they may find a Booster Club and we can have a complete list of all 
the clubs. Let’s every one send in the club name, and tell of the work 
being done. 

The whole Unity Sunday School is joining in with the Booster Club 
here to make the children who don’t seem to have as much happiness as we 
have, to have more joy and happiness. We shall bring all our toys that 
we can spare, and all the clothes that we have outgrown, and we shall 
make scrapbooks for the children in the hospitals, and we shall bring food 
at Christmas time and make up baskets and take them around to the various 
people who don’t have a merry Christmas, and we shall make them happy 
and show them the Christ-child in us. 

I must hurry along and see what Fran is doing, and next month she will 
be at our New Year’s party and will tell us a lot of good things. 
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Be sure to write Wee Wisdom the name of your Booster Club. 
RoyYAL. 


Edgewood, R. I. 

My Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy every one of your visits, and I love 
your stories and poems. I wish we could have a still bigger Wee Wisdom. 
I love it so much, and I read it and find the truth in it, and I keep on be- 
lieving it, and so I haven't been sick (not even a cold) for a year. When 
the little girl next door has a cold, I say, “Ruth, you know how to get rid 
of that,” and she does what I say, and the next day it is all gone. I think 
that is fine. Well, good-by, Wees. I wish some of the Boosters would 
write tome. Your Booster, Kathryn Wells. 


Philadelphia, Pa. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I must tell you what we did this summer. An- 
other little girl and I gave a benefit for the poor children in the seaside home. 
We had a play and sold lemonade and cake and candy. - We got chairs 
from the neighboring houses and put them into our basement. Finally the 
big day came. We wrote the play and acted it ourselves. About fifty 


‘ people came, mostly children, though I forgot to tell you the tickets were 


ten cents. We had a tragedy and a comedy. After the play all the 
actresses recited. After the recitations we sold the lemonade, or rather we 
got some of the other little girls to sell it, and we bought it. We got twenty- 
five dollars and one cent. I think we did pretty well to get that amount, 
don’t you? This was all at Ventnor, of course not here. Your loving little 
reader, Katherine Snyder. 


Newark, N. J. 
My Dear Friends at Unity—I am over seventeen years of age, and 
I still like to read Wee Wisdom of evenings, when I come home from work. 
I am glad that Mother ordered it for me again. I have had such good 
success since I have been reading Wee Wisdom. In one instance I had 
lost a leather wallet containing a railroad pass, a driver’s license, an auto- 
mobile owner’s license, and some tickets for an athletic meet. After 
about two months the wallet was returned to me by the yardmaster where 
I am working. I had given up all hope of ever seeing the wallet or any of 
the-things in it, but Mother was sure it would be returned to me, and 
Mother held that thought for me every day. So I may thank Unity and 
God for its safe return to me. Your loving friend, John Hansen. 


Eagle Rock City, Los Angeles, Calif. 

Dear Wees and Royal—This is my first letter, but that does not mean 
that I don’t like Wee Wisdom; I love her so much that I would like to see 
her grow to be a big magazine. We have moved out to Eagle Rock City, 
nine miles from Los Angeles. Nature sure is beautiful here, and I can 
hear the birds’ feet patter on the roof of our sleeping porch. They sing so 
sweetly. I would like to correspond with Esther Mae Howell, of Memphis, 
Tenn., if she will send me her address, as I was born there. I am going 
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to try to start a Booster Club. If the Boosters in Los Angeles have started 
one, I wish they would write me. Love to every one, 
Mary Ellen Bolton. 


Oklahoma City, Okla. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou have visited me for over a year and I like 
you very well. I have lived with God for fourteen years, and I have been 
to school seven years and will be graduated at Christmas time. We have a 
truck, and I am going to learn to drive it. I would like to have some of 
the Wees write to me. Your Booster, Lela Hover. 


Jardine, Mont. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I hope you will publish this for I want some of 
the Wees to write to me. This is my first letter to you, and I am going to 
tell you of some of our joys in the Rocky Mountains. I used to live in 
Crevasse, Mont., till about two years ago, then we moved here. Did you 
ever ride on skis? If you ‘have, you can imagine the fun I have had. I 
used to go to the top of a small hill, whiz down, and maybe fall in a bank 
of snow or glide on till I stopped. I would like to receive letters from other 
Wees telling me of their experiences, but be sure to write Jardine so plainly 
that it will not get mixed up with Jordan. Yours truly, 
Irene Hageman.. 


Plainfield, N. J. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI love you and I want to pay your expenses to 
me, just as long as mother and father will let me. It is lovely here in Plain- 
field. We live right across from some woods and fields, and when the sun 
sets and the shadows creep along it makes the woods so pretty with the red 
and brown leaves. I love fall and summer and winter and flowers, and | 
have a little garden of my own and I love to work in it. Lots of love from 
your friend, Virginia Tenney. 

San Francisco, Calif. 

My Dear Wee ne certainly have enjoyed your visits, and I 
wish you could go to every little girl’s and boy’s home. The way that you 
came to me was that a very dear lady came to see my mamma, who had 
been ill for two years. She asked mamma if she would read Unity, and 
she sent your expenses for a year as a Christmas gift to me. I must say 
Unity and you have helped us very much and we are grateful. I hope that 
many more little boys and girls will pay for your wonderful visits to their 
homes. Wishing you a merry Christmas and a prosperous New Year, | 
am your little Wee Wisdom girl, Dorothy Charlotte Schoettle. 


Buffalo, N. Y. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I do enjoy your visits every month, and as | 
wish them to continue, I shall renew my subscription. I would like to join 
the Booster Club. There are only my mother and I in our family, but we 
are both lovers of Christ and I know I have a Father in God. Sometimes 
I get very lonely; then I think of God being always with me, and I know 
I am not alone. There is a public library across the street from where I 
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live, and it is very convenient, for I love books, which are often my only 
companions. I am going to try very hard to get an extra subscriber, be- 
cause | should like a larger magazine. Your loving reader, 


Isabel Davidson. 


Denver, Colo. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou have not paid your October visit. I am 
very anxious to see you. I look for you every day, and wonder why you 
do not come. - I hope to come home some day very soon and see you waiting 
for me. Imelda O. Shanklin writes beautiful stories and poems. Don’t 
you think so? I am very fond of ““The Promise Girl,” and am anxious to 
read the next part. The “Peter Pan” stories are fine. I hope some of the 
Wees will write to me. I just love to get letters, and I will answer all I 


get. With love to the Wees, Rose Winifred Draper. 


Bisbee, Ariz. 

Dear W ees—I am well at last, thanks to the dear little prayer, “Christ 
the image and likeness of God is made manifest in me,” and some literature 
dear Royal sent me. I love Wee Wisdom, for it is part of the cause of my 
being well. I like best Blanche’s Corner and Lessons For the Young Stu- 
dents. Next best I like ““The Promise Girl” and “The Little Rosebud,” 
that was in the October issue. I must stop now and help dear Mother with 
the dishes. Sunday, the day Jesus set aside to rest upon, I may write you 
a story and a poem, for that is the day I have most time to write. Please, 
some of you Wees, write tome. Your friend, Edith Cobbe, Box 1997. 


La Center, Ky. - 

Dear Wee Wisdom—This is the first time I have written to you, but 
I want to tell you just how much I enjoy your monthly visits to my home. 
A cousin of mine sent you to me for a birthday present, a year ago this 
month. Although I received a lot of beautiful things, you were my favorite. 
This time I am taking the money my grandmother gave me for my birthday. 
to pay your traveling expenses for another year. I love all the stories, and 
I do so much like to read the letters from the dear little Wees. I feel that 
you have helped me so much. I remember when I started to school. I had 
made up my mind not to love my teacher. Mother knew this and she let me 
go for about a week that way. Then one morning she said, “Ruth, go to 
school thinking and saying in your heart, ‘I do like my teacher.” Then 
when the other children say anything bad about her, tell them that we must 
all love her, and she will love us.” I did, and I began to love her from 
that very day, and now we are the very best of friends. I find if we sow 
seeds of love, we reap love. If we do unto others as we would have them 
do unto us, we have gained a great point in our lives, and we will love and 
be loved by every one. I thank you for your help, and hope to hear from 
some of the Wees soon. I am a true little friend, Ruth Moss. 


St. Louis, Mo. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I always read you from cover to cover. I al- 
ways enjoy reading you more than any book I have ever read, and that is 
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saying quite a lot, for I am fond of reading and have read many books. A 
very dear aunt of mine was sick in the hospital, so I always held a good 
thought for her and prayed constantly, and it certainly did help her, for 
now she is out and is doing wonderfully. Our Sunday School teacher gives 
us each Sunday a thought to hold through the week to help us in all our 
undertakings and to create good conditions. This week it is, “Obedience 

- to our inner guidance keeps us pure and strong.” Hoping that all the Wees 
enjoy the magazine as I do, yours in Love and Truth, 


Ada Stahlberg. 


Chicago, Ill. 
Dear Unity—I like Wee Wisdom very much and I have it sent to 
* three of my friends, and they all enjoy it very much. I am corresponding 
with some of the girls. We are thinking about starting a Booster Club 
with our family to begin with, and then take in others. There are eight 
children in our family, so. that would be quite a start. Although they are 
all under twelve years, they understand things well. We have not decided 
the name of the club or the motto yet. When we do I will write you about 
it. Your little friend in Truth, Dorothy A. Foley. 


Granite City, IIl. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am going to tell you of some of my wishes. 
We gave a box social at our school. We wanted to get a victrola and some 
gas lights. I was wishing we could get enough to pay cash for both the 
victrola and the lights. Together they cost $150. I said, “I know we will 
get enough.” When the teacher said how much we had, we all were 
happy. She said we had $205.88. We had enough to buy the victrola and 
the gas lights and fifty dollars over. My thought helped, I know. With 


love to all, Henrietta Koellmann. 


Sawtelle, Calif. 
Dear Friends—Please accept my thanks for the Unity literature sent 
me for distribution. I would like some copies of Wee Wisdom for our new 
Sunday School. I am so elated and enthused over our dear little Wee 
Wisdom Sunday School, as it is called, that I must tell you about it. 
For several months there were queries of, “Why don’t you start a Sunday 
School?” This was because we were giving our home for a weekly meet- 
ing for grown-ups. But not having any little ones of our own, we did not 
feel like offering our home for a Sunday School, as Mother wanted that 
day for quiet. However, five weeks ago, a Unity friend, Mrs. Lillian 
Marshall, offered her home for a place where the children might meet. We 
inserted a notice in both papers, and on the following Sunday only one 
child, brought by her grandmother, came. During the week I gathered to- 
gether a number of children who did not attend Sunday School, and some 
who did, and Sunday I called for the children and returned them to their 
homes. I felt so pleased to have twelve little ones to start with, and five 
others came. The next Sunday I had sixteen, and on the fifth Sunday we 
had forty children and twelve adults enrolled. Isn't that a splendid dem- 
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onstration? We have outgrown our friend’s home, and for the last two 
Sundays we have hired a small room in the Woman’s Club House. We 
ask your prayers that a loving, obedient, spirit may be given to each mem- 
ber of our Wee Wisdom Sunday School. Very sincerely yours, 

Jessie W. Emmerton.. 

Barclay F. Murray, of Merced, Calif., says he enjoys everything in 
Wee Wisdom and is glad that it is larger. He especially likes Blanche’s 
Corner. 

Dorothy V. Davis, of 71 Cottage Park Rd., Winthrop, Mass., asks 
if there is any fee to be paid in joining the Booster Club. No. It is not even 
necessary to buy a pin, but nearly every Booster enjoys wearing one. 

Elwood Fraser, of Minneapolis, Minn., 3447 Sixteenth Avenue So., 
writes that he likes “Dean’s Travels,” “Peter Pan,” and “What Puck 
Told Peter,” the best, because they are boy stories. He wants any Wees 
who live in Minneapolis to write to him, and any other Wees who will do 
so. Elwood is now a Booster, having expressed his desire to join the club. 

Elizabeth Fisher, of Stevensville, Ont., Canada, R. R. 2, wants some 
of the Boosters to write her. She lives along the Canadian frontier near 
the Niagara river. Her favorite subjects in Wee Wisdom are “The Prom- 
ise Girl,” and the Bible Lessons. 

Edna May Harrington, of Challis, Idaho, is one of the new wee 
Boosters, and her mamma is also sending Edna Wee Wisdom for her 
birthday gift. 

Meryle Paepke, of Arlington, Kans., thinks she has a pretty fine 
grandma because she each year sends Meryle the money for Wee Wis- 
dom’s traveling expenses. Meryle likes all the stories, and especially “The 
Promise Girl.” 

Elsie Pfohl, of Jardine, Mont., wrote an interesting account of a trip 
to Yellowstone Park, where she visited the Buffalo Farm. Elsie’s father 
found a baby antelope that had lost its mother, and so Elsie brought it up 
on a bottle, and the antelope learned to love her and would come to her | 
when she called it. Elsie is wearing a Booster pin and wants some of the 
club members to write to her. 

Ruth Culbertson, of Pleasant Hope, Mo., in her first letter to Wee 
Wisdom speaks of enjoying the Magic Pillows, the Booster letters and 
“The Promise Girl.” Ruth asks the Wees to pray for her sister, who has 
a very sore face, and ask that God will cure it very soon. Ruth wants to 
be a good Booster for Wee Wisdom. 

Isis Griffith, of Pictou, Colo., Box 44, has sent for a Booster pin and 
asks that some of the Boosters write to her. She thinks that “Wee Wisdom 
and the Bible Lessons are very nice.” 

Jack Champe, Henry Champe (aged two), and Ruth Dorathae 
Champe (aged four), of Walled Lake, Mich., are new Boosters, and a 
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bank has gone to Ruth and a pin to Jack. Their mother writes that they 
all enjoy Wee Wisdom. 

George Frey, of Los Angeles, Calif., in his first letter to Wee Wisdom 
states that he likes the stories, and is glad that the magazine is to be larger, 
and that he wants a bank. 

Ellis Chamberlain, of Reedley, California, writes, “You are getting 
nicer stories all the time. “The Promise Girl’ is a very nice story.” Ellis 
wants the Boosters and the Wee friends to write to him. Here is a little 
poem he wrote for you all: 


WHO LIKES THE RAIN ? 
“T” shouted Fred; “I like the rain, 
For it makes the flowers come again. 
It makes my garden grow 
Big fine vegetables, all in a row.” 


Eugenia Ellen Belding, of Traverse City, Mich., 219 Madison Ave., 
likes the Wees and Boosters’ letters very much and prays to God to help 
her in her arithmetic, as that study is hard for her. 

Mary Findling, of Chesterfield, Ind., care of Clyde Findling, R. 4, 
has had Wee Wisdom for only two months, but has already learned to love 
it very dearly. She especially likes ““The Promise Girl,” the puzzles, the 
Bible Lessons and the poems. Mary wants some Wee to write her. 

The first story that little Marie Bary (age 7) ever wrote was for you, 
Wees. , Here it is: There once was a little girl who went into the garden 
and saw the flowers in bloom, and thought they were lovely, and she 
thanked God for giving us such beautiful blossoms. Then she went into the 
house and told her mother all about the garden and what she had done. 
Her mother said she was a good girl. Marie Bary, of Marlborough, 
N. Y., Elevation Private Bag, Picton, the mother of little Marie, states 
that all of her children love Wee Wisdom and like particularly the stories 
written by the children. 


_ Mary Wrana, of Elsinore, Calif., Box 104, writes: “I have been a 
Wee for four months, and I like to read the Wees’ letters. I have no 
brothers or sisters, and I love you all. Also, I love the birds and flowers. 
Wees, do you ever chase butterflies to see where they live? We have so 
many beautiful ones here in California. We, my mother and I, have made 
a study of birds, wild flowers, butterflies, bees and ants. Some day I will 
write you of the humming bird’s nest in our rose vine this year.” 

Gwendolyn Noon, of Nogales, Ariz., Box 333, is so pleased with Wee 
Wisdom, which was given to her as a birthday gift a year ago, that she 
has renewed her subscription to the magazine. Gwendolyn plays the violin, 
the piano, and the cornet, and is in the school orchestra. She wants some 
new friends and asks the Booster boys and girls to write her. 
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HOW THIRTEEN SOULS WERE SAVED 
Evsig RUTH HELENE LEE 


One of the problems of the Foreign Missions in Japan has been, 
How to reach the hearts of the fisher folk, who will stand no inter- 
ference from foreigners. Just when the missionaries were beginning to 
think that it was an almost hopeless task, God came to their aid in a 
wonderful way. 

There is on the eastern coast, about twenty miles from the town 
of Sendai, a small fishing village, Shabita, and one day, a few months 
ago, one of the boats, with thirteen men in it, started out as usual to 
fish. Just as they got some little way out to sea, a fierce storm came 
up. The Japanese fishing junks are very different from the foreign 
fishing boats; they are flat-bottomed, and the oar is fixed on the back 
of the boat in a line with it, instead of at right angles to the side. To 
work this oar, the men have to stand up and move it from side to side. 
It looks like very wearisome work. Very soon the oar got washed 
away, and the rudder, too, and the junk was in the open Pacific with 
nothing whatever to help the men move the boat. After the storm died 
down they were out of sight of land. For seven days the boat was 
swept here and there by every wind and current, and buffeted by every 
wave. ‘The water for drinking began to get very low, and the men 
were afraid to use any to boil their rice, so they ate it raw. At last 
they saw a ship in the distance. They were too weak to hail it, so they 
took off their clothes and burned them to attract attention, and to their 
great joy the boat altered its course and came toward them. 

The men were too weak to climb up into the boat, and had to be 
hauled up by ropes. This ship was an American tramp and not one of 
the sailors could speak a word of Japanese, nor could one of the 
Japanese speak a word of English, so they couldn’t find out much 
about each other. The boat was going to America, so they took the 
thirteen fishermen with them. When they arrived in port, the Japanese 
weren’t allowed to stay on the land, because they were immigrants. So 
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they were transferred from one boat to another. But one day they 
were taken ashore in a fine boat and given a ride in a car, so they could 
see something of America. They were sent back to Japan by the first 
ship going there, and it was a Japanese vessel. They were not treated 
half so well by these, their own people, as they were by the Americans. 
In the meantime, the people of their village had not heard of them 
at all, and they had gone to Sendai to their Buddha priest and asked 
him to pray for them (that was about three days after the fishermen 
had been picked up). Then the men’s friends returned to Shabita and 
put the pictures of the sailors up on the god shelf, and prayed to their 
spirits. Imagine their wonderment and joy when they received a tele- 
gram saying that the thirteen would all be home by a certain train. 
This village is about three miles from Takayama, one of the 
summer resorts for foreigners, and this summer the Americans there re- 
ceived a party from the fishermen’s village. The sailors said they 
wished to know more about the God of the Americans, because it was 
he who saved them. Steps are now being taken to have weekly lessons 
there, telling them of the Christian belief, and no doubt the whole 
village will turn into a Christian community. - The people will not, of 
course, keep this to themselves, but will boast of it among the villages, 
and so the Gospel will spread among the fisher folk. “God works in 


a mysterious way.” 


MARY AND HER BIRD 
GUNHILD JERNBERG 


Mary’s mother asked her to water her little bird, but Mary said, 
“He can wait till night, for I have given him water.” 

Then she ran out doors, but came back after an hour’s play. As 
she saw no one in the house, she thought she would do something. So 
she went to the china closet and took out all the dishes. Pretty soon 
her mother came in but said nothing. Mary went out again but came 
back when her mother had cleaned up the china. She ate her supper 
and went to bed. 

In the morning when she went to breokfaet her mother said, 

““Have you watered your bird?” 

Mary said, “Yes, but I will do it again.” 

When she came back she said, “Mother, he’s gone.” Her 
mother replied, “Mary, after supper I will tell you something.” 

So that night her mother took Mary by the arm and said, “Tell me 
the truth.” Mary said, “I am telling the truth.” Then her mother 
told her how yesterday she had taken the little bird and given it to 
Bessie, because Mary had not watered it as she said she had. 
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Mary said, “I will get it back,” but her mother said, “Only when 
you tell the truth, will you get it back.” 

One day, when Mary had helped her mother for a week, she 
said, “I have paid for my lie, Mamma. Bessie can have the bird. | 
will pray God to forgive my sins.”” 

And from that time she never told a lie. 


A MOONBEAM'S MISSION 
VioLA BrapBURY (Age 14) 


“What, aren’t you off yet>’’ said the man in the moon to two 
stray moonbeams. “Go quickly to the earth and make some one 
happy.” So the two little moonbeams went their way. 

Happy Luck, which was the name of the brightest moonbeam, 
flew straight down. Said he to himself, ““Now, I will go down to the 
darkest corner of the earth and brighten it up some.” So saying, he 
flew right into a dark, dark alley. 

““My goodness, how dark it is!”” he said with a shiver, “I wish 
some of the other moonbeams would come down here. ‘There is an 
open window; I will go in and see what’s there.” 

As he entered the room he saw upon a tumble-down bed a sick 
woman, and right by her side a baby of about two years was crying 
loudly. On the other side of the room were a little boy and girl, about 
six and eight years of age. They were crying, too. 

““Why, what is this! What is the matter here>?” exclaimed 
Happy Luck. ; 

“O Mother, I’m so hungry!” cried the little girl, “I do wish 
Father could get work, so we could get something to eat.” 

“Look! Madlene, look!’’ exclaimed the little boy, ““There’s the 
moon shining in!” 

He and Madlene ran to the window and looked out. 

“IT don’t see any moon, do you Jean?” asked Madlene. “This 
little moonbeam must have come in here all by himself. Aren’t you 
afraid in this dark place, little moonbeam >” 

“‘Let’s name him Happy, ’cause he’s making us so happy,” sug- 
gested Jean. Approving gurgles of satisfaction came from the baby, 
as 2 stretched his little fingers towards the moonbeam and tried to 
catch it. 

“See!” said Jean triumphantly, “Baby agrees; so it’s going to be 
called Happy.” 

Several hours later we will return to them, but in the meantime 
let us follow the adventures of Good Cheer, Happy Luck’s friend. 
Now, when Good Cheer left Happy Luck and the man in the moon, 
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he flew so fast that he came up with a score or more of other moon- 
beams. The leader, whose name was Pleasant Hours, said to Good 
Cheer, 
“Don’t you want to join us? We are going down to the sea 
where a great storm was raging a few hours ago.” 
“Why, yes, I will go with you;” replied Good Cheer, “but 
couldn’t I be a runner and go and get some more unoccupied beams?” 

Pleasant Hours replied favorably to this, and after bidding each 
other Godspeed they went their ways. Several hours later they again 
met. This time Good Cheer had about two score moonbeams with him. 

““There is a wrecked ship down there. Let’s go down and light 
it up some,” proposed Pleasant Hours. 

When they arrived on the ship they heard a sailor say to the 
captain, “Aye, sir, if we only could have a little more light, the boats 
could find us, but as it is—Hlello, there’s the moon! It’s quite possible 
now, cap’n!” 

Good Cheer looked all around and saw not far off three boats 
coming to the rescue. They soon arrived, and after the sailors had all 
gotten in, Good Cheer heard a rower in one of the rescue boats say, 
“If it hadn’t been for that there moon, we'd have been dashed on the 
rocks; as it was, we came closer’n I want to get again.” 

The moonbeams followed the sailors ashore, and then as the 
eastern sky was lighting up, all but Good Cheer flew home. He lin- 
gered to look back upon the dashing waves and rock-bound shore, 
until he saw his cousin, Sun Ray, approaching. Then he flew home, 

happy in the knowledge that he had fulfilled his mission. 

Now let us return to Happy Luck. It is almost morning and 
Jean, Madlene, and all, are asleep. Lightly Happy Luck goes from 
one to another, kissing them good-by. Yes, good-by, but not for long, 

for he intends to return to them the next night. 


Dear little Happy Luck, you certainly did brighten up a very 
dark corner! 


A TRUE COMPANION 
RecINA I. SMiTH (Age 12) 


Gertrude was seven years old; she had long brown curls and 
large brown eyes. Her home was on a high hill with beautiful sloping 
sides. She was the only child, and there were no young people living 
close by, as her home was a little way out of town. 

One day Gertrude was very lonesome, and she longed to have 
some one to play with, so she went out on the front porch to think of 
something to do. All of a sudden she heard an automobile coming up 
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the driveway. In it was her little girl friend from the city. Gertrude 
jumped up and down for joy. 

I must tell you something about the little girl who came to visit 
Gertrude. She was two years older than Gertrude and wore her hair 
in two long braids. Her name was Helen. After they had exchanged 
greetings, as all little girls do, they began thinking of what to play. 
Gertrude said, 

“Oh! I know. Let us have a little tea party, and then we can 
go out and look at the flowers and our orchard.” So they asked 
Gertrude’s mother, and of course she consented. 

When the day was at a close, Gertrude said to Helen, “I am so 
lonely all the time, but today I was very happy. I wish you would 
stay here all the time.” 

“Well,” said Helen, “I will give you something that will do you 
a lot of good, and be your playfellow, too.” . 

“Oh! what is it, what is it?” cried Gertrude. 

“Oh! never mind now, but in the morning mail you will find out.” 

Pretty soon the girls were bidding each other good-by. As soon 
as Helen had gone, Gertrude said to her mother, “Mother, Helen is 
going to send me something in the morning mail, and I wonder what 
it is.” 

The next morning there was a small package among the letters 
for Miss Gertrude Thompson. Gertrude opened it, and guess what 
she found! The sweetest little magazine——Wee Wisdom, and she 
never was lonely any more, for Wee Wisdom kept her busy. 


KIND DEEDS COME BEFORE HAPPINESS 
ALMA NEwTOoN (Age 12) 

Three little girls, Lucile, Della, and Doris, decided to start a club. 

“Well,” said Della, “I think a club would be nice where the 
members went around and helped all kinds of people.” 

_ “Yes,” agreed Doris, “but some of the poor people live in such 
dirty places that we wouldn’t want to go there.” 

“T never thought of that,” said Della. 

“O, I know what we can do!” exclaimed Doris. 

“What?” asked Lucile and Della. 

““We can organize a club and call it “The Haughty Girls Club,’ 
and we-can go around all dressed up and make the poor people 
ashamed.” 

“Why, Doris, I never would do that!” exclaimed Lucile. “I 
read in a book, yesterday, about a club called “The Booster Club,’ 
and its object was to help every one; if they were poor, to take them 
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food and clothing, and if they were ‘all out,’ to pray for them. Mother. 
has been taking the magazine that tells about it, for two years, and 
she thinks there is nothing better than a “Booster Club’.” 

““Why, how nice!” exclaimed Doris and Della, and the next day 
they started out on their mission, and were much happier than if they 


had organized a ““Haughty Girls Club.” 


ESTHER’S COURAGE 
EuGENIA ELLEN BELDING 

Esther’s birthday came at last, and she was going to have a party. 
She was ten years old, and ten little girls were coming at two that 
afternoon. The morning passed quickly, and Esther’s mamma made 
cakes and cookies and all sorts of goodies. ‘“What a splendid time we 
will have,” thought Esther. 

After the children had laid their wraps away, they all trooped 
outdoors to play. What fun they did have! They were playing hide 
and seek, and Esther in her excitement raced across the garden. Oh! 
Had she forgotten what her father said? Then the words came back 
to her, “Do not run over the garden and tramp down the vegetables.” 
Oh! the afternoon was spoiled for Esther! But she said nothing. 


That night at the supper table her father said, ““Who ran over the 
garden, Esther?” 


Esther turned pale! 
Did she tell her father or not? 


THE FAIREST GIFT 
If I were Santa Claus, and might 
To each child give the gift I chose— 
The world would glow with new delight, 
And lose the darkness of its woes; 
For I would give to every boy 
And every maiden I could find, 
The grace to gain unbounded joy 
Through merely being kind. —S. E. Kiser. 


AN OPTIMIST’S WISH 
Here is my New Year wish for you— 

Strength to do what you have to do, 

Health of body, peace of mind, 

And a daily chance or two to be kind. 

—Leigh Mitchell Hodges. 


WEE WISDOM 
CHRISTMAS CAROL 


Lo! in eastern skies afar, 
Brightly beams a morning star, 
Guiding where its rays divine 
O’er a cradled Infant shine. 


Wise men seek him there at dawn, 

“Tell us where the Christ is born.” 
Bring their gold and perfume sweet, 
Bow in worship at his feet. 


Sing today his wondrous birth, 
Send the echoes round the earth, 
Gifts of love and honor bring, 
While our Christmas carols ring. 


“Peace on earth, good will to men,” 
Sound the angels’ song again, 
“Glory in the highest,” sing, 
Christ is born, the promised King. —Selected. 
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By MARY 


Lesson 13, DECEMBER 26, 1920. 
REVIEW 

GoLDEN TEXT—And he that sitteth on the throne said, Behold, | 
make all things new.—Rev. 21:5. 

The lessons of this quarter are all from the life of Jesus. Let us see 
what important point we get from each lesson: Lesson 1: The birth of 
the baby Jesus. Lesson 2: The baptism and temptations of Jesus. Les- 
son 3: The early ministry of Jesus. Lessons 4, 5, 6: Give the Sermon on 
the Mount, and point out many truths for us to follow in our own lives. 
Lesson 7: Describes how Jesus healed the servant who was at the point 
of death. Lesson 8: Tells of Jesus sending forth the disciples to carry on 
his work. Lessons 9, 10, 11: Picture Jesus preaching and teaching in 
various places, and always instructing the people concerning the joys of 
the kingdom. Lesson 12: Narrates how Jesus fed the multitude with the 
loaves and fishes. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

Let each child relate some incident in the life of Jesus, and tell, if pos- 

sible, what lesson we may learn from the event. 


Lesson I, JANUARY 2, 1921. 
THE CHILD AND THE KINGDOM.—Matt. 18:1-14. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Whosoever therefore shall humble himself as this 
little child, the same is the greatest in the kingdom of heaven.—Matt. 18:4. 

One summer day in Capernaum, there arose a question in the minds of 
the disciples as to who was greatest in the kingdom of heaven. Jesus 
wanted to give them an answer they would always remember, so he called 
to his side a sweet, pure child, and turning to his disciples declared, “Ex- 
cept ye . . . become as little children, ye shall in no wise enter into the 
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kingdom of heaven.” All the little folks loved Jesus, and they would 
gather about him, waiting to do his bidding, and listening joyously to his 
-teachings. There are a great many men and women who think that be- 
cause they have spent a number of years in this world that they know all 
there is to be learned, but Jesus pointed out that earthly. knowledge does 
not make one great in the kingdom of heaven. He said it takes faith, and 
trust, and love, and humbleness. He does not want the people of his 
kingdom to be seeking always the places of the leaders, that they may 
rule and teach. He wants his followers willing to serve. The modest 
little violet, hiding away among the green leaves and rocks, certainly does 
not make as much of a “show” as the tiger lily in the garden, but its fra- 
grance and beauty surpass the attractiveness of the more gorgeous plant. 
Those who are modest and humble are the violets in the kingdom of heaven. 
Questions for the Children to Answer 

What kind of thought caused the disciples to desire greatness in the 
kingdom of heaven? Selfishness. 

What is the kingdom of heaven? The kingdom of love, and har- 
mony, and peace. 

What must we do to enter into this kingdom? We must put aside all 
selfishness and jealousy, and be willing to radiate love and harmony and 
peace. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsson— “Blessed are the pure in 
heart; for they shall see God.” 


Lesson 2, JANUARY 9, 1921. 

JESUS TEACHING FORGIVENESS.—Matt. 18: 21-35. 

GoLDEN TEXT—For if ye forgive men their trespasses, your heav- 
enly Father will also forgive youu—Matt. 6: 14. 

Peter came to Jesus to ask how many times he should forgive those 
who sinned against him. Jesus’ answer was, “Until seventy times seven.” 
Then he told Peter a story that was something like this: “Once upon a 
time there was a king whose servant owed him ten thousand talents. The 
king had the servant brought before him, but he soon discovered that the 
man had nothing with which to pay the debt, so the king commanded that 
the man, his wife, his children, and all that he owned, be sold and pay- 
ment be made. The servant then fell down before the king and begged 
him to have patience, saying, ‘I will pay thee all.” So the king was moved 
with compassion and forgave his servant, and released him from his debt. 
The man then went out and met a fellow servant, who owed him a small 
amount. Forgetting the king’s kindness to him, he told the other that he 
must at once pay what he owed. The fellow servant begged, ‘Only be 
patient, and I will pay thee all.’ But the first servant had the other cast 
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into prison. This unkind act reached the ears of the king, and he again 
sent for the servant whom he had forgiven; he reproved him and punished 
him, even as he had caused his fellow worker to suffer.” There are many 
kinds of debts that we owe to God and to each other, but we can always 
be sure that God will forgive us if we ask him to, and if we are willing to 
forgive others their trespasses against us. 
Questions for the Children to Answer 

Explain in your own way how God forgives us, and how we should 
forgive others. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsSON—Forgive my trespasses as 
I forgive those who trespass against me. 


Lesson 3, JANUARY 16, 1921. 

OUR ALL FOR THE KINGDOM.—Matt. 19:16-30. 

- GOLDEN TEXT—Thou shalt love thy neighbor as thyself.—Matt. 
19:19. 

There was a young man who came to Jesus to discover how he might 
gain eternal life. This young man was very rich and held a high position 
in the world, and was considered an important person. Yet all these things 
were insufficient to satisfy Jesus. He saw that the young man loved his 
money above everything else, so he told him that to inherit eternal life, he 
must sell all that he had and give his funds to the poor. This made the 
young man sorrowful, and he turned and went away, because he was not 
willing to part with his possessions. You see, in reality, he did not possess 
his possessions but they “had him.” We must always be sure that we do 
not put the love of money and things before our love of God. By first giving 
our love to God, we are assured of eternal treasures. When we really have 
love in our hearts for our Father, we will love our neighbor as ourselves; 
we will see God in all people and realize our oneness with him and with 
humanity. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

Because one is rich and able to give big sums of money for the support 
of the church, does that alone entitle one to the blessings of God? No. 
We receive only as we give, and we must give love to receive love. 

Does loving our neighbor mean loving some people more than others? 
No. Every person in the world is a “neighbor” and entitled to our best love. 

Does this mean we must love one who we think has committed some 
great sin? Yes. That is all the more reason why he is entitled to our love 
and blessings. 

What is true riches? Rich thoughts. The knowledge that God him- 
self is the substance of every good we desire. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsSON—God’s love is my pros- 


perity. 
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Place six matches thus: 


Can you form two diamonds by changing the position of only two 
of these matches and adding an extra one? 


CAN YOU READ THIS? 


Tom tears his jacket every day, 

Which makes his mother patch and sew; 
But she smiles at his recklessness, 

““Y obs ilwl eb yobs” you know! 


SOLUTIONS TO NOVEMBER PUZZLES 


Honeycomb. 


m 
An m on e—anemone. 


BEDTIME 
Do you know 
Why the snow 
Is hurrying through the garden so? 
Just to spread 
A nice soft bed 
For the sleepy little flowers’ head; 
To cuddle up the baby ferns and smooth the lily’s sheet, 
And tuck a warm white blanket down around the roses’ feet. 
—Y outh’s Companion. 
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DADDY'S CHRISTMAS STORY TO CURTIS 


“Daddy,” exclaimed Son the other evening, as he looked up 
from his book, “I want a chemistry set for Christmas.” 

“What in the world do you want that for, Boy >” 

“Oh! to make things!”” was Son’s rather indefinite answer. 

“What, for instance>” queried his father. 

“Well, blow ups,” came the reply. 

Anything that promises action, is sure to interest a boy. 

After this entertaining news about the chemistry set, we inquired 
if there were other things he might like for Christmas. There were, 
and after enumerating them, he ended by saying, 

““And a Christmas tree, of course.” 

“Of course,”’ agreed his father; “but I remember one Christmas 
when the tree was not taken so much for granted.” 

Knowing that a story was coming, we settled ourselves more 
comfortably. 

“Tt was a long time ago,” began Son’s daddy, ““when your auntie 
and I were younger than you are. We had always lived right in this 
very city, but that year your grandfather’s business compelled us to 
move to a very small town, some distance away. 

"We had always had a tree, just as you have, and considered it 
a part of a properly ordered Christmas. As the holiday season ap- 
proached, we found that none of our playmates had ever had a tree 
of their own. There were none on the hills about the town, nor any 
for sale in the stores. Some one told us that one of the churches had 
had several Christmas trees, but that these had been rare occurrences. 
All this made us a trifle anxious, but as Christmas without a tree would 
be only a part of Christmas, we hung fast to our faith that surely, in 
some way, we would have our tree. 

“‘Meantime the children across the street had, by our descriptions, 
been fired with a desire for a tree of their own. To our childish faith 
nothing was impossible, and so we pictured our beautiful tree, over 
and over again. 
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“When at last, the night before Christmas came and we had seen 
no tree in the whole town, we were almost worried. However, we 
went to bed hoping that a miracle would be performed in the night. 

“The next morning, when the old rooster called to us to get up, 
there, all dressed up with pretty things, stood a regular Christmas tree. 
Never was there a tree so loved and exclaimed over, unless it was the 
one across the street. 

“Oh! yes, our little friends had their faith rewarded, too! Their 
mother had not been able to find a real evergreen tree, so she had 
taken a small tree and wrapped each limb and tiny twig with green 
paper. She had dipped walnuts in gilt paint and hung them on the 
tree with ribbons. Then she had made tarlatan bags and filled them 
with candy and nuts. Is it any wonder that it gave joy to all who 
saw it? E-very one in town came to see the two trees. Our mother 
had made a clothes basket full of pop corn balls, and we gave one to 
every visitor. It was a jolly, long to be remembered Christmas.” 

“But Daddy,” said Son, uncurling himself, “where did your 
tree come from>?”” 

“Why! our father had asked the conductor on a train to bring 
it from the city.” 

“After all, Sonny,”’ I reminded him, “both of those trees came 
because some little girls and boys greatly wanted them, and believed 
they would get them.” 

“Then I ’spect,”” grinned Curtis, “that I'll get my chemistry set.” 


The - Desert - Caravan 


Candles and bells 
And holly so red; 

Big fat packages 
Under the bed; 


It’s certainly jolly, 
Now isn't it Dolly, 

At Christmas time— 
Just as I said? 
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